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madame necker. One can combine these two qualities; but
I am very much afraid they get lost in one another; in truth, the
Abb6 makes me despair; for an hour he has been fuming against
women, and these gentlemen urge him on and applaud him.
the abb£ morellet. Yes, madame, I uphold that women
have not a shadow of good sense, and I should have convinced
you if you had deigned to listen to me, but it is impossible to
reason with you, and you prove our thesis wonderfully. What
do you say to that, M. Necker?
M. necker [abstractedly]. Many thanks, sir, I won't have
any more.
madame necker. Madame Riccoboni, for example, excels in
her own style.
M. suard. But has she a style, in the first place?
madame necker. To write with warmth, with grace, and to
interest her readers is to have style.
M. suard. To write! I don't know what writing is; she
arranges her sentences pretty well without imagination and
without ideas.
madame necker. Oh, sir!   You exaggerate,
M. suard. I don't know what you mean by exaggeration; to
exaggerate is a word which has no meaning; no one exaggerates;
one expresses one's thought, and that is all.
madame necker. I never agree with M. Suard, not even
about the weather; for if I say it is raining he does not know
what rain is.
M. suard. Ah, dear lady, you are making merry! But, now I
think of it, M. Thomas seems to be remaining neutral; that is
not well.
M. thomas. I confess, sir, that women may lack that divine
fire which animates us, that noble enthusiasm which prolongs
our nightly studies and makes them* penetrate into tie most
distant past; but if they do not rise with us to the skies, they
embellish the earth; a good woman is the most beautiful^ sight
for a sensitive soul.
M. marmontel. Good! Capital, my dear Thomas; if you
really wish to carry those with you to the skies and leave the
others to grovel with us on the earth.
M, bernard. Fie, sir! You speak like a heathen—you forget
that you are in the sanctuary.

